


x^A pleaftmt conceited Comedkr 

THm doft thcu hearc the nemean Lion roarc, 

Gainft thcc thou Lambe, that ftandeft as his pray? . 
Submisfhie fail his princely feetcl&fore, 

And he fr&mforrage will incline to play. 

But if thou. ftriue(poore foule)what art thou then? 
Foodcfor his rage, repafture forhis den. 

Qttee. What plume of tether's is he that indited, thisletter? 
What vainer What Wethercock? Did you euer heare better? 
Boy . I am much deceiued, but 1 remember the ftile* 
.Quec, Els your memorie is bad, going oreitcrewhtle, 
Boy. This Arnsadq is a Spaniard that keepcs here in court; 
APhantafime-a Monarcho,and one t hat, makes fport 
To the Prince and hisBooke-matev 
Tiiou fellow, a vvordc. 

Who gaue thee this letter? 

Ch'.w Itolde you. my Lord. 

Jditce. T o whom ftiouldft thou giue it? 

Clow, From my Lord to my Ladie. 

Owe, From which Lord, to which Ladie? 

Clow, From my Lor ABeroWne, a good Mai fler of mine. 
To a Ladie of France, that he calde "Kfifilm, 

Thou haft miftaken his letter. Come Lords away, 
Here fwecte,put vp this, tvvilbe thine annother day. 

Boy. Who is the fhooter?Who is, the fhooter? 

Shall I teach you to know. 

Boy. I my continent of beautic. 

Kofi. Why flie that beares the Bow. Finely put off- 
Boy, AlyLady goes to kill homes, but if thou marriej 
Jhaug me by the necke, if horns that yeerc rnifearrie, 
Finely put on. 

Kofi. Well then I am the fhooter. 

Boy. And whoisyourDcare? 

Kofi. If wc choofe by the homes, your felfe come not. 

neare. Finely put on in desde, 

<iJ?Aarui. You (fill wrangle with her Boyct, and flic ftrikes 
at, the brow. 

Boyet. But fhe.her felfe is hit lower : Haue T hit her now? 
Shall I come vpon thee with an olde faying, that 
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called Loties Labors left. 

was a man whenKi ngTippen of Frannce was a Jit/e boy, as 
touchiug the hit it. ; 

Boy. Sol may anfwere,thee with one as olde that was a 
woman when quecne <yw»c«o-ofBrittaine was aiitle wench 
as toching the hi tit. 

Kofi. Thou canft not hit it, hie it, hit it. 

Thou canft not hit it my good man. 

Bov. And I cannot, cannot, cannot : and I cannot, an other 
Clo, By my troth moft plefant,how both did fit it. (can. 

Mar A maAemarueilouswelfhot/or they bothdid hit. 

Bo A mark O ufifrk but that mark: a mark faies my Lady. 

Becthcmarkhaueaprickin , t J tomeateat,ifitmay be. 

Mar, Wide a’thebow hand, yfaith your hand is our, 

«. fnaeed a muft fhoot nearer, or hc-le nearehit the clour. 
Boy. Andifmy hand be our,then belikeyour hand is'in. 

Clo, Then will fh e ga the V p(hoot bycIeauing the is in. 

% 4 h&’™T'!l'r y °“ “ lke 8'“My,y°»ri,p S g?ow fowlc. 

. Shcs to hard for you at pricks/ir challehg her to bowle 
Bo I feare too much rubbingtgood night my good ovylc, 
Clo, By my foule a Swaine, a moft fimple Clowne. 

Lord Lord.how the Ladies and I haue put him downe. 

mytioch moft fwecteieftes, moft income vulgar wit 
When it comes fo fmoothly off,fo obfccnly as it were fo fir 
4'T h { ’.** *^iide ;0 a moft daint.e man, ’ * 

1 o fee him waUc before a Lady, and to Lcare her Fann 
To fee him kifle his hand, & how moft fweetly a wil fweare* 
And his Page arother fide, chat handful! of S 
Ah heauens, it u moft patheticall nit, 
oowia, fovv'Ia. r C1 

is A* P y°“ k ”»"X>ngui s i„ t!oo4,vipc 
of />//, .1 n atcr ’ vv * 10 now hangeth like a Iewel in the care 
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